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LETTER ro MISS E. 


My Dear Friend, 


. U often tell me if I would 
print my works, they would not 
take half the Room in your Bureau, 
that they do now in. Manuſcript, 
and I ſhould likewiſe ſave my felf 
the trouble of denying for want 
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of time, &c. ſome very polite requeſts 
that haye been made me for Copies. 
Should I therefore hereafter be indu- 
ced, from a hope that my Sentiments 
may be of uſe. to the World —fron 
the prefing requeſts of my Friends 
or at the de ſire of ſeveral Perſons of 
Quality—{(all which reaſons by the 
way are reducible to my own Vani- 
ty) to publiſh my tranſient Thoughts, 
Works, Ideas, Writings, or what ever 
you pleaſe to call them, I would cer- 
tainly let all the Warld know, (for 1 
take it for granted all the World will 
read them,)they were written by a Wo- 
man, who at the Time ſhe amuſed her 


ſelf in Planning 'em, never intended 
1 them 
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them for publick Inſpection - ho 
unbleſt with a learned Education, has 
no School Rules to boaſt—a ſtranger 
even to the Grammar of her native 
Language—of a Diſpoſition rather 
inclined to gaiety——till the cares of 
the world and ſome years experience. 
wean'd her from Company and 
Diverſions ; and a neceſſity of ſtaying 
at home gave Opportunity to blot 
over many a harmleſs ſheet of Paper; 
hoth in Verſe and Proſe; rather than 
interrupt others with a ſet of thoughtę 
that to them might be out of Seaſon- 
and I could farther inform them, 
(becauſe every one loves to hear pri- 


date Anecdates of thoſe who Frite.). 
Nv; b 2 that 
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that I have the care of a large Family 
which really finds me full employ- 
ment——and without being in Trade 
may properly be called a Woman of 
Bufineſs—which I can ſafely ſay I 
never yet neglected for the ſake of 
writing any thing I have yet produ- 
ced—-and what no one elſe could in- 
form them Il confeſs I have ſo much 
the Spirit of Contradiion, that I 
much doubt, had it been my Lot, to 
paſs a Life of Leifure, whether I 
ſhould have the Inclination for Wri- 
ting that I now find, when perhaps, I 
am not five Minutes alone, from 
Morn. to Night and to prevent 
all Critic iſm on my Writings of every 
kind 
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kind, I confeſs that I believe them full 
of faults: Which, had I abilities to 
amend I certainly ſhould have ſet 
about long ago—but were thoſe Alte- 
rations to be made by a Perſon of real 
knowledge in the Art of Writing, they 
muſt I ſuppoſe deſtroy one halt to 
ſave the other—and then they would 
be no longer my works. 


But if I ſhould be worth the Public 
Notice in this ſimple Undreſs, the 
Approbation of the World will be beſt 
ſhown by buying up my firſt Edition, 
and calling for a ſecond. I an, 

My Dear Friend, 
Afﬀe&tionately Yours, 


M. SAVAGE: 
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To the READER. 


2 E Reader may be afſured that 
theſe Poems are genuine, and printed 
from the Author's own Manuſcript ; and 
that none of them ever appeared in Pub” 
lic, except that on Oeconamy; A Copy 
of which having been accidentaly ſeen by 
the late celebrated Doo ro HAWERES“l 
WORTH, ke ſo approved it, as to de ſine 
b 4 ſeave 
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leave to inſert it in the Gentleman's Ma- 
gazine which he conducted. If too 
great a Contraſt ſhould appear between 
the Gravity of ſome of theſe Subjects and 
the Levity of others, it is hoped it will 
be excuſed, as they were never intended 
for the Preſs; were truly the Amuſe- 
ments of a leiſure Hour ; and are now 
offered to the World, in Compliance with 
real Sollicitations of her Friends. 
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Page 2, line 11, read For thoſe 

— 35. — 2, read corrtly inſtead of ronniry 

— 54. — 6, read went inftead of meat 

— Go, — in the laſt line of the bottom note 
read were inſtead of was 

(o, in the fame line of the ſame note read 
George inſtead of Georgre 

— 6, — 5, read they inſtead of e 

— o — 11, read neither inſtead of newer 

m— 65, — 3, read pain inſtead of PAIN 

—— 99, — 11, and 12, read thus: 


Ceaſe, ceaſe to rave, nor ſtrive an art to blaſt, 
Which muſt, like truth and love, for ever laſt, 


Bat a nenne Aen. 


NOTHING NE W. 


ETX NVAUNT mifſtruſt, be gone pale fear, 


BN 1 g Nor whiſper horrors in mine ear; 
WEE 


Why ſhould I rack my thoughts in vain, 
Or give my ſelf a moment's pain, 
Left criticks ; (if my works they view ;) 
Should gravely ſay, here's Nothing New. 
B "Ti! 
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"Tis Nothing New, I'm {ure you know, 
For thoſe who write, their works to ſhow, 
And if they'te prais'd, and render d vain, 
*Tis ten to one they write again; 

And then they read it oer with care, 
Correcting here and adding there; 

But others works they never view; 

So judge the thought their own—'tis true, 


In ſuch miſtakes, there's Nothing New, 


And as I've heard, tis Nothing New, 
Forthoſe who love fincere and true; 
To fill their heads with grief and pain, 


For fear they are not lov'd again; 


* 


66 And 
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« And ſtories and experience tell us, 
& That men grow cold, and women jealous ; 
And many a Lad and Laſs, *tis ſaid, 
A jeſt of love, and vows have made; 
And love that's falſe, and love that's true, 
Appear ſo like in every view, 


That to miſtake them's Nothing New, 


That merit oft ſhould be diſtreſs d, 
And wit, and impudence careſs'd; 
That diſappointment, ſhould produes 
Much diſreſpect, and ſome abuſe; 
That thoſe who riſe on fortune's wheel, 
The power of vanity ſhould feel, 
ad Vs And 
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And think that riches are their due, 


Becauſe ambition was their view, 


Are ſure miſtakes—but Nothing New. 


That many a man's a ſlave to pride; 
And pity oft is miſapply'd; 
That real friends are ſeldom found; 
Nor hoes religion much abound ; 
That people often read for faſhion; 
And men of genius oft ſhew paſſion; 
That laws are good when rightly us'd, 
And juſtice oft is much abus'd; 
Are facts, my friend, moſt ſtrictly true: 
But yet alas! they're Nothing New. 


E 


And long before our time, *tis ſaid, 
When Solomon had life ſurvey'd, 
This ſentence he pronounc'd as true; 


Throughout the world there's Nothing New. 
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RECITATIVE, 


TREPHON, with all his ſex's pride, 
Had Flavia's conſtant love defy'd, 
And coldly bid the gentle maid, 


Expect her cure ſrom reaſon's aid, 


AIR 


[ 


AI R | 


Diſdaining the ſex, 
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On no fair one I'll wait, 
Nor bind me by vows, 
To repent when too late 
22 Vour beauty's a flower 
That dies while we gaze, 
And your merit depends, 


On the breath of our praiſe. 


RECITATIVE, 


Flavia diftreft, to cupid pray'd, 
And thus the God reveng'd the maid; 
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Free 
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A gay coquet, with power to teaze 

He ſent, to rob the ſwain of eaſe, 

In ſilence long, he ill conceal'd 

His love, which every look reveal'd , 

At length with grief, and ſhame oppreſs'd, 
The nymph belov'd, he thus addreſs'd. 


1 11 


Turn oh! turn thee, gentle maid, 

Save a heart by love betray'd; 

Each other nymph I careleſs ſee, 

Stranger to love, till taught by thee; 
In pity hear, 


My vow ſincere: 


# 
% 


Turn 
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Turn oh! turn thee, gentle maid, 


Save a heart, by love betray'd- 


RE CITATIVE. 
With lively look, the nymph reply'd, 


I'm not in haſte to be a bride. 


X. 


Oh! how great is the joy, 

To affect being coy, 
And a lover to tye, 

By the glance of an eye, 

For while you purſue, 

Our charms, appear new, 


"Tis enough for old age, to be conſtant and true. 
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LETTER To Miss E. B. Ar BATH: 


O doggrel now, I turn my pen, 
A time may come, (but lord knows when) 


| | That I may try to think again, 


R 


b At preſent in my brain there floats, 

A thouſand party-colour'd motes; 

By From which, if time would but permit, 
| I might fift out, ſome ſparks of wit; 
i Ard ff 
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And many a line in verſe, and proſe, 
Are loſt, whilſt half a fleep I doze. 

My *pineal gland, could you but view 
You'd ſcarce believe, your eyes ſee true: 
There's ſuch a jumble; good, and bad, | 
All forts of thoughts, may there be had ; 
Like brokers ſhop ; where we may find, 
G oods that belong'd to half mankind ; 
Which ſhould the maſter dare produce, 
Are little worth, and out of uſe; 

And joy would ſparkle in his face, 

Could he put better in their place, 


Thus 


* See the Hpeelater Nos 275, the Diſtddion of # 
Beau Head, 
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Thus oft, from ſhop of brain, I try, 
To throw the dirt and rubbiſh by ; 


But ſtill they gain, their former ſtate, 


Or leave a vacuum, in the pate, 


And plagu'd J am, againſt my mind, 
With thoughts, by far, too much refin'd ; 
That preach a doctrine, out of faſhion, 
Of tender love, and inclination; 

Which fancy, c er our youth is paſt, 
Vainly concludes, will always laſt; 

In words, and geſtures, ſtill the ſame, 


As when they both were nymph and ſwain, 


Ther 


eren 


Ther 
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Then ſkims acroſs my rambling head, 
Thoughts of the abſent, and the dead ; 
Of what's to eat, and what's to drink; 


Of childrens welfare then I think; 


Next wonder, if you've read; 
Then wiſh to get by twelve to bed; 
Declare, no more at home I'll ſtay; 
Was Garrick here, I'd to the play: 
Then why not go to church they'd ſay; 
I dont pretend myſelf to know, 

But (ure religion is but ſhow ; 

What the good faint, did erſt declare, 
That we ſhould always be at prayer, 


Was never meant that we ſhould be, 


For ever on our bended knee: 


And 
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And tho J have not time to read, 
Or ſay at church my mother creed; 
A ſigh ſincere, may wing its way; 


'Tho' round the room the cat's at play. 


Thus far, as ſample I produce, 
To ſhew my head's of little uſe; 
"Till rouz'd to a more active ſcene, 
I throw aſide this waking dream ; 
And laying idle ſchemes apart, 
et hand to plough with all my heart; 
And only ſnatch an hour to prove, 
I fill am yours, in friendly love; 
And wiſh ſincerely, you may find, 


Your pleaſure and your health ſtill join'd ; 
Aud! 


And 


Deſ 
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Aud 
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And if you come to town to ſtay, 


Defire you'll paſs with me one day; 
And pray dont fail to write a line, 

In anſwer to this ſcrawl of mine, 
Which (ſtranger to your divelling place) 


mean ſhall bar of pump room grace. 


Oh! ſhould it fail to reach your hand, 
And there a publick victim ſtand, 
What food for laughter, I ſhould be, 
To thoſe who nothing know of me; 
But let that prove as it may hap; 


I'm now inclin'd to take a nap; 


Adieu 
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Adieu my friend in every ſtate, 


May eaſe, and plenty be thy fate, 


Is tlie fincere wiſh of yours &c. 
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TAE CHOICE. 


AIL to the friend who ſeels my woes, 
And all my anxious ſorrow knows; 
Who kindly liſtens to my penſive tale, 
And weighs my foibles in thelighter ſcale 3 
Who freely ſpeaks, and freely hears, 
Nor ſlights my joys, nor {lights my fears; 
Who bleſt with ſentiment refin'd, 


In judgment ſoars above his kind; 


0 Jet 
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Jet with a condeſcending eaſe, 

Attempts, the leſs improv'd to pleaſe; 

Steady in precept, conſtancy and truth, 

Free from the follies, (not the fire) of youth 
Such be the heart I'd wiſh ſhould join, 


And echo uniſon to mine 


lt 
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| LETTER 


LETTER TO my FRIEND E. B. 


O longer my friend will T ſilent remain, 


In hopes of a brilliant poetical ſtrain; 
But free from controul, my pen ſhall diſplay, 


The thought of the inſtant, or ſerious, or gay; 


If amuſing tis well if ſower I grow, 


Tis an eaſterly wind —or a pain in my toe. 
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No matter the cauſe whence reflections ariſe, 

»Tis the ſorting his thoughts that makes the mar 
[ wiſe; 

A work which while young, hardly ever goes faſt, 

For of faculties, (ſure) we uſe judgment the laſt ; 

Wit in vain may refine, and learning diſplay, 

Without judgment aſſiſts, to clear trifles away; 

You'll expect me (perhaps) to define what I ſay; 

To lay down a rule that may point out the way, 

By which to acquire—or at leaſt to be clear, 

When your judgments arrived—or begins to draw 
{ near; 


But miſtake not my friend—that taſk is too hard 


Let each look till they find and be that the reward: 


But 
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But alas! I ralk wildly—for true as the day, 


You muſt not depend on one word that I ſay ; 

For I always have fancy'd that people ſhould ſtay 
For things that are fine, till they'd money to pay. 
That huſbands, and wives, untrue to their vow, 
Muſt expect to be look d at I cannot tell how. 
That girls, if the —_ of old maiden they fear d, 
Should ſeldom be feen—and never be heard. 

That wives ſhould attend to houſhold affairs, 

Their children improve and teach em their prayers. 
That not only expence, but the loſs of our time, 
Makes purſuit, of diverſions, ſo often a crime, 

That each ſhould confider, to what they were bred, 


Nor aim on the heels of their betters to tread, 
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But alack! my dear girl, Im quite out of the line, 
For all the world now, are ſo ſpruce and ſo fine, 
That when e er I go out- vow I'm afraid, 


Left inftead of the miſtreſs ſpeak to the maid: 


You will hardly believe - but indeed it is true, 
The people of London have nothing to do: 
No buſineſs I mean—for morning, and night, 


All the world's to be met with, at every ſine ſight, 


By the world, you muſt know, you are not to 


ſuppoſe 


Such people as I——whom no body knows; 


Bur the truly polite—whoare bleſt with ſuch eaſe, . 


They may marry—ynmarry—and do what they 
[pleaſe ; 


Provided 


19 J 


Provided, that all be tranſacted with ſpirit; 


For wit and vivacity, conſtitute merit. 


You remember (no doubt) the dear joys of fifteen, 
How you flaunted, and dreſſed, and lov'd to be ſeen, 
Ohl had you been taught, as you ought to have been, 
You ftill might have flaunted, and paſt for fifteen; 


[For among the gay world, we never are told, 
Of a a female that ever grows old. 


No doubt they ſome method have hit on at laſty 
To keep father time from trotting ſo faſt ; 

r elſe to the mill, they in private retire, 

here they throw of their years—as we our attire, 


C4 And 
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And I'm te wpted. 40 think, (tho they wont make ir 

[ known) 
They muſt have found out the philoſophers ſtone ; 
For money's ſo plenty, that every day, 


From morning to night, they throw it away. 


Dear heart 


How I ſigh, when I think of theſe things; 
How oft have we thought that riches had wings; 
That time gallop'd faſt and for no one would ſtay, 


And that death was a debt, we muſt certainly pay. 


What a pity it is, we were not better bred, 


And ſuch ſtrange muſty notions, beat out of our head; 


For 


„ „ 


To 


') 


by 
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For now I'm afraid, tis too late in the day, 


Twill ſurpaſs our beſt ſkill, to drive them away: 


But ſhould you dear friend, have the luck to attain 
The art of recalling your youth back again; 
With a way to ſupply us a plenty of gold, 
I beg with all ſpeed you'll the ſecret unfold ; 
We would quickly convince them, the fault was 
| [ not ours, 
Let them give us the chance; I know we have. 
| [ powers 
We'd join the gay throng, and redeem our time palt, 
And part of the world be reckon'd at laſt ; 


Nor ſhould I have cauſe, in verſe or in proſe, 


To ſubſcribe my elf, 


One whom no body knows. 
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LOSE by a wood, which grac'd a hill, 
Whoſe foot was water'd by a rill; 
Where the ſpread beech, and reverend oak, ' 
Had never felt the axe's ſtroke ; 
Where 
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Where ſafe beſide their friendly ſhade, 


The humbler hazel rears its head ; 

And kindly yields a rich repaſt, 

To break the ſquirrels winter faft ; 

Where lowly creeping o'er the ground, 

The native ftrawberry is found; 

And many a root, and many a ſeed, 

On which the ſylvan tribe may feed ; 
Where woodbines ſweet ſpontaneous rove, 
And blooming hawthorns edge the grove ; 
With various flowers of lovely hue, 

Which bloom and dye, —_— from view; 
Where ſafe from harm the feather'd throng, 


Melodious warble forth their ſong ; 


Retir'd 
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Retir'd from cuſtom's galling chain, 

"© Unvex'd with all the cares of gain; 
A Sac recluſe, almoſt forgot, 

Liv'd in a neat but homely cot; 


His temper mild, his ſenſe was ſtrong, 
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His judgment ſound, experience long: 
His joys were calm, by reaſon led, 
No wiſhes vain e' er fill'd his head; 
Free from remorſe, free from diſguſt, 
In virtue's pow'r he plac'd his truſt; 
With learned books his ſhelf was ſtor'd A 
And ſimple plenty deck'd his beard, * 


His meals were ſhort, his hunger ſauce, 


And but for health, he took his glaſs, 


o 
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To crown his bliſs with ſocial life, 
Heav'n gave a chaſt, a loving wife, 
Poſſeſt of ſenſe his joys to ſhare, 

A faithful female, wiſe and fair ; 
Their hours, their days, contented flew, 


Nor envy, nor ambition knew. 


It hap'd one eve, ('twas ſomewhat late;) 
They heard a trampling at their gate, 
And murm'ring voices ſtruck theear, 


Which ſpoke. a multitude was near, 
P , 


"Twas Fox ruxx's ſelf who led the van, 
Gave a loud rap z————and thus began; 


Stay 


—— . 
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Stay not, but ope the door: Tis I: 


vou? 


who are you:? 
Open the door, again ſhe ſaid, 

For my commands muſt be obey'd; 
The SAGE unmov'd no notice took, 
But turn'd attentive to his book? 

How's this ? ſaid ſhe not ope the door, 
To FoxTUNE, when ſhe profers ſtore ? 
To me who us'd to adulation, 

Am goddeſs deem'd of every nation ? 
What? not to Fox ruxzE lodging give, 


Whom all with open arms receive? 


I know you not, —returns the Sao, 


At this the dame began to rage ; 


was the reply : 


Defent 
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Defend my Life! if &er I knew, 

A wight ſo obſtinate as you 

Full ſure I've reaſon for complaint, 

To be retuſed ? *twould.vex a ſaint ; 

It nought avails the Sage reply, 

My mind is fix'd, you're here denied 3. 

Go farther on, you'll numbers find, 
To ſhare your favours well inclin'd ; 
Beſides my cot's ſo very ſmall, 


L could not lodge you, train and all, 


Well then, ſaid ſhe, in milder ſtrain, 


At leaſt make room for half my train: 


With ſteady voice once more ſaid he, 


You no admittance gain from me; 


She 


fend. 


E 


She ſoft reply'd, pray ſtay my friend, 


You ſurely will compaſſion lend, 

To a diſtreſs'd, dejected maid, 

Who, ſtarv'd with cold, implores your aid; 
For Pome permit me to intreat, 

Who fainting lies beneath my feet ; 

Here's GRAN DEUR too, quite weary grown, 
And H oxovr making piteous moan 3 

Poor GLoxy, Pow'R, and WEALTH are here, 
From your neglect in deep deſpair ; 

All theſe attendant on my ſtate, 

Intreat an entrance at your gate 

Atleaſt, not every one refuſe, 


Take half, or which ſo &er you chuſe; 
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The night is cold, they're ſick at heart, 


Your pity ſure wall take their part. 


I'm ſorry for their pains he ſaid, 
But have not pow'r to give themaid, 
At leaſt ſaid ſhe I muſt require, 
You'll find a lodging for DEs RE; 
However ſmall your cot may be, 


There's room-enough for her and thee.. 


Begone from hence, he ſternly ſaid, 
And with thee take thy profer'd maid ; 
No gueſt like her, I entertain, 

To bring remorſe, diſguſt and pain; 
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And that to Hymen I allot, 
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MISS FASHI O N, 
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UPPOSE a female young, and fair, 


Well vers'd in every country air, 


Her face well known, in publick places; 
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A beauty, in each circle deem'd; 


I A critic, in Bon Ton eſteem'd; 


{ Whoſe days in diſfipation flew, 


(And art, made diſſipation new.) 
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Whoie mornings, exhibitions ſhare, 
| Or any ſights, polite and rare; 


| A wit at every maſquerade, 
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. _ —_ 
— — — — 
2232ͤK4c«ͤ4ä„% — —— 


And of a frolick not afra id: 


. (For ſurely none but prudes will ſay, 
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That females ne'er with males ſhould play;) 


But ſatire ſpare——ſhe knew the law, 


11 And kept her virtue free from flaw; 
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At night all publick places o'er, 
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I; With a ſmall party, half a (core, 
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A ſober came at loo lay; 


Looſe a cool hundred, and away; 


And chus conciude a mod iſh day, 


Suppoſe this ſomething like the line, 
In which our modern females ſhine : 


Then think what pangs mult wreck the hcart 


Of ſweet Miss Fasnlon torc'd to part 
With all the joys that liſe can give; 

(For who remov'd from town can live.) 
Fix'd i a lonely country ſeat, 


Fit for a hermit's calm retreat; 


Condemn'd with dear mamma to ſtay, 


And now and then a viſit pay 
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To Mireſs Prim; the Parſon's wife, 
And hear her huſband's rulesfor life; 
To church on ſundays, conſtant go; 
Where lads and laſſses in a row, 
Dreſt in their beſt appare! ſtand, 

(To ſhow reipeR,) on either hand; 
Plac'd in the pew, ſhe rolls her eye, 
But not one ſingle Su Ax r can ſpy; 


A frown ſhe gives 


and turns away; 


And in a pet begins to pray. 


Sometimes with neighbouring ſquire they dine, 


On veniſon paſty or ſurloin; 
Where o'er dull port, they praiſe the chat, 
And bett which horſe will win the race; 
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And John the farmer tells, how hay 
Is like to ſell next market day; 

And madam talks of pyes and brats, 
And of her ducklings—kill'd by rats ;: 
Enquires tor faſhions ovt of date, 


And ſtares at Mifs's lofty tete. 


At home ſhe meets with nothing new 
And how ſhould ſhe know what to do? 
Pappa all day his farm attends, 

And with a pipe his evening ends; 
Mamma prowls round the yard and dairy, 
And calls aloud on Cook and Mary, 

And views her poultry, cows and pig, 


And ſays the farmer's wife grows big; 
D 4 
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VISs Fasuiox hates both work and reading, 
And dies to meet with folks of breeding; 
She hates to think - ſhe hates their talk, 
And neither likes to ride —or walk; 

She loiters here — and ſaunters there, 
Hums half a tune then plays an air; 
Traces the garden oer and oer, 

To find a part unſeen before; 

At length ſhe ſtroll'd beyond its bound, 
"Till from a gentle riſing ground ; 

A little cottage caught her eye, 

And what, ſays ſhe, can this ſupply ? 
When on her ear, theſe accents broke, ' 


Which by a female voice, were ſpoke, 


op 
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Stop here fair maid, no farther ſtray, 
Beyond this cot you'd looſe your way; 
Tho Im a ranger to thy view, 

Truſt me young maid I tell thee true: 
There's danger, which you do not ſee, 
Step in tweet Iaſs—you're ſafe with me. 
Her words ſo mild, diſtinct and clear, 
Prevented every female fear ; 

Miss FAasn1ow view'd the dame with care, 
Found there was ſomething in her air, 
That look'd as ſhe the world had ſeen; 
And that her dreſs was neat and clean 
And tho' not quite the mociſh caſt, 


Amorg a crowd it might have paſt ; 


The 
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The cottage was not furniſh'd fine, 


But yet it came within the line, 


e 


Of what your ſober folks would ſay, | 


Was very decent tho not gay 


Miss Fasniex lcok'd and look d again, 


Saw all was clean and neat tho' plain; 
She ſaw that nothing there was new 3 
But yet the things look'd taſty too; 

In converſe os; the dame ſhe found, 
Knew ſomething of the modiſh round ; 


But oft declared, ſhe hated riot, 


And laid great ſtreſs, on friends and quiet. 


Miss Fasn1on long'd to know her name, 


At laft ſte thus addreſs d the dame; 
Dear 


E.G enen 


Dear 
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Dear ma' m ſays ſhe, with due reſpect, 

I dont at preſent recollect, 

Weever had the luck of meeting, 

Tho? ſo oblig'd, by your kind greeting; 
Excuſe me, it Ibeg to know, 


To whom I fo much kindneſs owe. 


My name is Pavpexce, ſaid the dame, 
Lam but little known to FAME; 
long have dwelt in this ſmall cot, 
By all the modiſh world forgot; 
If ſought, I'm ready to attend, 
And ſeldom fail to prove a friend 
My oflice is to watch each day, 


Leſt travellers, who come this way, 
Shoul 


PPP —— on % — 


— 


11 


Should paſs my bounds— i 


And while they thro yon valley ſtray, 


Old time ſhould ſtop them in their way; 


A horrid Fiend with ſecret wings, 


That hide bencath, a thouſand ſtings 
Which, as he flies REFLECTION takes, 
And into pointed arrows makes 

With which he hits the careleſs throng, 
By diſſipation led along; 

Fatal and ſharp the pangs they feel, 
Nor care, nor ant, the wounds can heal, 
Time overtakes them in their way, 


Aud drives them from the light of day. 


But 


But 


Put led by me, they hardly feel, 


Reſlection's arrows tho of ſteel; 
And time ſo gently moves his wing, 
They ſcarce perceive he has a {ting ; 
Chearful and 1afe life glides away, 


Till age rever'd brings on decay. 
F 


She ceas'd and {aw the maiden bluſh'd,. 


Ard for a moment all was huſh'd, 


Miss FAsh ION heav'd a gentle ſigh, 
And with a modeſt down caſt eye ; 
Her kind inſtructor thus addreſs'd, 


Oh! let me here for ever reſt; 
Hencetorth: 
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Henceforth do tliou, my new found friend, 


My Monitor: — my ſteps attend; 
Thy convert, from relapſe protect, 


And every word and thought direct. 
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To Fe HO, 


CHO! thou yentle nymph, forbear 


A while to wave thy wings in air, 


Ceaſe to repeat my ſecret woe, 


Be filent whilſt my ſorrorys flow 
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If a tender ſigh ſhould: ſteal 

And my virgin love reveal, 

Or my bounding heart ſhould beat; 
When I hear my ſhepherd's feet; 

If loſt in thought, my pratling tongue, 
(For near my bps, the ſound is hung,) 
Should, e' er incautious, drop his name, 


Be ſilent pymph, and ſpare my ſhame. 


Should tears of pleature fill mine eye, 


And my rapt'rous pulſe beat high, 


From the picture fancy made, 


When I ſlept beneath von ſhade; 
Should I tell the melting bliſs, 


That 1 feel in every kiss; 


In 


In 
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In reaſon's abſence, ſhould I ſay, 
Lovely ſhepherd, come away; 
Be ſilent nymph—and every day, 


My vows Þ'll at thy grotto pay. 
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3 from court, and far remov'd, 
From ſcenes by art and wealth improv'd ; 
'Two fiſter twins, of form ſublime, 


Were bred with care by father Time, 


Dame 
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Dame Wrspom, (once his loving wile, 
Who long ago had quitted liſe,) 

With heavy ſighs, and many a tear, 
Reſign'd the children to his care; 

And with her parting breath, the dame, 
To each fair nymph bequeath'd a name: 
PruDENCE ſhe term'd the elder maid, 
Be thine Occoxomy, ſhe ſaid, 

(My lateſt care.) decreed by tate, 

In future times to ſave a ſtate. 

With ſlrict attention, father TIuE, 

I mprov'd each maid while in her prime; 
And fraught her mind with every grace, 


That could in female heart take place, 
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From childhood taught, to bend their will; 


Strangers to cvery act of ill: 

Few friends they had, few viſits made, 
No airs of pride, noarts they play'd ; 
To taſhion they paid ſmall regard, 

Yet knew to dreſs, or write a card. 

The maids thus paſt in eaſe their days, 
Unſought by tops, unmark'd by praiſe; 
For reading oft an hour they'd chuſe, 
Now to inſtru, now to amuſe, 


And every day they read the news, 


Where with ſurpriſe, they frequent ſee, 


The name of fair Oxcoxnomy: 
Oxcos ou x the fleet has paid, 


She's gone to France to ſettle trade; 
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Oxzcoxomy has lap'd our trees, 
At court, no doubt her charms muſt pleaſe ; 
Thus pro and con, or firtt, or laſt, 
ler name they fix d to all that paſt; 
And each was ready to declare, 


In town ſhe liv'd, and each knew where. 


The Map convinc'd how little ſhare, 
She claun'd, in what was doing there; 
Refolr'd to learn her rivals natne, 
Maintain her right, and clear her fame. 


Her ſiſter oft would urge her ſtay, 


But her advice bore little way: 
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In werds ii}. theſe the gentle maid, 

Would thu; endervour to diſwade. 

% Belicve mc girl vou're much to blame, 
Noug they advance, can hurt your fame; 
For who that knows us both, can ſay, 

We ever meant a different way ? 

And no one yet, that I can hear, 

Pretends to ſay, that I am there; 

Beſides ſhould they diſpute your name, 


Pray tell me how you'll prove your claim?“ 


Enrapt in thought, the beauteous maid, 
Nor blam'd, nor prais'd, what e'er ſhe ſaid; 


Intent to clear her ſpotleſs fame, 


dhe ices no danger, fears no ſhame z 


But 
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But haſts to town, without delay, 

To ſearch at Court, or Change or Play 
Her name ſhe hears in every place, 

But no one ſeems to know her face ; 
Arlaft ſhe mixes in a crowd, 

Where clam'rous tongues were ſpeaking loud; 
And heard them by conſent declare, 
Oxconomy inhabits here: 

Confus'd, amaz'd, ſhe now decrys, 

A figure like her own in ſize; 

That mov'd along in pomp and fate, 
While crowds ſubmiſſive round her wait» 
Her name the damſel need not aſk, 


She knew SELF-INTEREST, tho in maſque; 
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With boldneſs ſhe approach'd the dame, 
Her right demands, declares her name; 
Confuſion ſoon was in each face, 
But IxTzxEsT {till maintain'd her place, 
And witl: an air of proud diſdain, 
Condemns the maid to grief and pain; 
Her ſlaves in haſt her will obey, 
And drag the beauteous nymph away, 
To a lone wood—yhoſe boughs o'er ſhade, 
A horrid pit—uSe erſt *tis ſaid, 
Fair T&UTH was hid from human ſight, 


Till round by TIME, and brought to light: 


With heart felt woe, the penſive maid, 


Surveys the ſilent darkfome ſhade ; 


«My 
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My native home, farewell! ſhe cries, 
Echo (at hand,) farc well replies; 
Adieu, dear ſiſter! heavenly maid! 


Too late I ſeek, and wiſh thy aid.“ 


In ſilence, then, ſhe ceas'd complaint, 
Till hopelefs grown without conſtraint, 
Aloud ſhe prays; aloud ſhe crics, 

And litts to heaven her weeping eyes; 
In vain her eyes with tears o'er flow, 
Her foes unmov'd no pity ſhow ; 

Down the deep pit the maid they horl'd, 


An exile from the thoughtleſs world, 
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Nor ſhall ſhe riſe to bleſs our race, 


Till PxUDENCE gains SELF-INTEREST'S place, 
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N times of yore; (as I've been told,) 


Before they made ill uſe of gold, 
E'er law, and trade, and cards, and dice, 


And jobbing ſtocks, were ſcreens for vice; 


1 
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Before they'd heard of maſquerades, 
Or knew to make italian *ſhades ; 
When ſparks aſcended to the Ry, 
From ſimple billets, piled on high: 
+ E'er art, had given ſhape to flame, 
Or lambent lights told George's name: 
E'er men were fops, or girls coquets, 
Or titles, ſcreen'd the great from debts: 
When chearful ſound of ſhepherds pipe, 
Did more than op'ra ſong delight; 
When 


* Piftures exhibited at Ranelagh, fo called. 


Þ+ Fire works on Tower -Hill—on the front of evhich, 
Lamps was fixed, that formed George Rex, 
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hen fair ones ſlept, at cloſe of day, 
And roſe at morn, to hail the may: 
When youth robuſt, purſu'd the chaſe, 
Or pitch'd the bar, or ran the race, 
Nor fear'd t he ſnow, or wind or rain, 


Or dar'd to make a jeſt prophane. 


There liv'd remote at foot of hi!!, 


(By which there ran a bubling rill,) 


An ancient pair ho free from ſt ri fe, 
Had trod the rugged paths of life; 
Who never wiſh'd, nor fear'd their de 


But had with eaſe, reſign'd their breat ., 
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One girl they left, (the maid was fair.) 
To all their virtues ſhe was Mir, 
Good ſenſe ſhe had, nor wanted ſpirit. 
Was well brought up; they call'd her MERIT. 


Her parents dead, and left alone, 
She judg'd it right to come to town; 
For ſhe had heard her father tell, 

The people there liv'd woncrous well: 
She firſt a viſit paid to Pr1DpE, 

He was « home but was deny'd, 

For Ricues ſhe enquir'd ('tis ſaid,) 
But only ſaw the chamber-maid, 

To Vaxirty, ge next apply'd, 


(Who was juſt then become a bride.) 
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She aſk'd her in, you may ſuppoſe, 

To ſhow her plate, her houſe, her cloaths, | 
Her china figures, india ſcreen, 

Her cups and ſaucers, right nankeen; | 
And when her huſband, (WIr) came home, 


She made the baſhful damſel known. 


Marr well pleas'd wich her reception, 
Was very loth to take exception, 
Zut yet they gave ſuch flings and jokes, 
When e'er they talk d of ſober folks, 
She could not for her life forbear, 
Eut told them plain it was not fair. 
ler ſaying this gave great offence, 


And was for them a good pretence 
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To let her ſee, ſhe muſt not ſtay ; 

She took the hint—and went away. 
Reſoly'd ſome other friends to try, 

But they were all, moſt wondrous ſhy ; 
Some ſaid they did not know her name, 
And others talk'd of aſking fame, 

If ſhe could give them information, 


Who the wench was, and what her ſtatior 


There ſtill was left one worthy friend, 
On whom ſhe knew, ſhe might depend : 
Her name ConTEwnr ; ſhe tramp'd about, 


But could not find her diyelling out. 


Diſtreſs": 
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Diftreſs'd and vex'd her money gone, 


She now reſolv'd to leave the town; 


But as ſhe walk? long with PAlx, 
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An open hearted yo. came by, 

With healrafn! lo, an piercing eye, 

He mark'd the maid—and found her heart, 
Was to his own 2 coun ter-part, 

The girl was (mitten with the youth, 

And ſoon perceiv'd his name was TgauTH:y 
Hearts ſo alike were quickly join'd, 

Free from reſtraint they ſpoke their mind, 

Agreed to wed without delay, 

And having paſs'd their wedding day, 


Went down to live with Pitt, at Hay: 
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To THE NIGHTIN GAL E. 


Haunt on, thou ſweeteſt of the feather d throng 
III liſten to thy ſong; 
Perhaps thy notes may ſooth my breaſt, 
Attending thee, at leaſt I reſt ; 
Sad 1s the heart, when ſuch ſweet ſounds as theſe, 
By ſighs intruding loſe the pow'r to pleaſe, 
II Le 
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Let not my ſighs, ſweet bird! diſturb thy lay, 
In ſofteſt murmers ſhall they ſteal away; 
A throbing heart, a tear that ſilent flows, 
Only ſhall declare my woes ; 
Words alas ! but little prove, 
Looks, and geſtures ſpeak :n love, 
Flowing mutual from the mind, 
Ever conftant ever kind ; 
But it eſtrang d, what hopes remain, 


To bring the wanderers back again? 


F 2 III. Hard 


III. 


Hard is the taſk to bear our grief, 
Wirhaut the hope of kind relief: 
Did the nymph deſpiſe my love, 
Anger might my care remove; 
Fit while doubts the ſoul torment, 
Ine can neer enjoy content; 
If faith and wrath dear nymph! thy heart would prove, 


For thine own ſake, my anxious fears remove! 


V. Swift 
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Swift to the woods ſweet ſongſter fly! 
Vain is all thy melody; 
With penſive ſteps, I'll quit the grove, 
Where erit I mvs'd on conſtant love, 
And hurried on from care to care, 
Now hope, now tear, and now deſpair ; 
Till drinking deep of Letke's friendly ſtream, 


Loft to myſelf, deſpair becomes a dream. 


The 
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S Cveip in his cradle lay, 
Tir'd with pleaſing toil of play, 
VXN us watching o'er his reſt, 
Th' attendant graces thus addreſs'd, 
Mari 
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Mark this babe, while I relate, 


What ſhall be his future tate ; 
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He ſhall reign with high command, 
And around his throne ſhall ſtand, 
Wanton W cr, with every wile, 
That can care, or thought beguile ; 
Gayly tripping o'er the mead, 
She his careleſs ſteps (hal! lead, 
Pleaſing Horz, around his head, 
Shall her downy pinions ſpread : 
And while ſhe flatters, every fond defire, 


BeAurv aſſiſting, ſhall increaſe his fire. 


T4 II. Luxurious 


II. 
Luxurious EAsz, ſupinely laid, 
On a bed of violets made, 
In her perfum'd magic bow 'r, 
Shall enchant him by her power, 
With curling locks, and ſiniles of joy, 
Mir ſhall greet the thoughtleſs boy ;, 
Whilſt her ſportive nymphs advance, 
And ſurround him in their dance ; 
Roſy bands, their hands unite, 
(Hands of pureſt native white.) 
Nets of eglantine and vine, 
Shall his graceful form intwine 
Long ſhall he ſport, amid the jovial crew; 


Charm and be charm'd, and ſtill each joy be new. 
III. Faxc r 
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III. 


Fa xc, giddy changing maid, 


In a ſhadowy robe array'd; 


Lightly ſkimming o'er the ground, 
Shall his temples, wreath around. 
To compleat the Monarch's ſtate, 
PLEASURE, at his call ſhall wait. 
Thele the happy boy ſhall tend, 
And his ev'ry wiſh befriend ; 

Happy indeed! if theſe were all thy train, 


Thy pow'rs were boundleſs—endleſs were thy reigns. 


IV. But 
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With frozen looks, his kingdom ſhall deſtroy. 
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But too clear, my fears decry, 

Ills, that lurking near him lie; 
Haugbty PRIDE, with iron chain, 
ArreEcTATION and Disp Alx, 

Cuid InDIr-ERENC x, jealous FE AR, 
Broken Far rn, and ſad DESYAIR, 
Creeping on with ſilent pace, 

In thy train ſhall find a place, 

And defying all thy pow'r, 
(Stealing charms from every hour,) 
T1Me ſhall haſten on the way, 


Leading quick to thy decay. 


Till Ace, forgetfulof my lovely boy, 
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ADDRESS To Tue MUSE, 


Aw a ANSWER. 


1 have aſk d thee my muſe, and now aſk thee again; 
To grant me once more a poetical ſtrain ; 


'Tis not to indulge, in the hopes of applauſe; 


Nor to ſpeak to the men, in defence of our caule ; 
But the ſeaſon demands, that my friend ſhoulc be clear, 


That I with her much mirth and a happy ne year. 


ESS ANSWER» 


1 
ANS WIE. 


Away with thy folly, nor give thy ſelf pain, 
Thy friend doth not want, to be told it again: 
For long has ſhe knewn, how thy thoughts are 
[arrang'd, 
Nor would ſte believe, ſhould you {wear they were 
[chang', 
And often of late have I ſkimm'd o'er thy brain, 
To tempt thee w write but my offer was vain ; 
If ſerious I came—'twas too much for your mind; 
In ſentiment dreſt, I was thought too refin'd ; 
If fatire I nam'd—in a frizht you would ſay, 
They ſurely with int'reſt the debt will repay; 
But T look'd thro' your heart, and found out th- 
[ ſcheme, 
'That love, was your Ladyſhip's favourite theme. 
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And, (moſt ſtrange to behold;) however expreſs, 


To your huſbend alone, that love was addreſs'd ; 


But cuſtom forbad you, to ſpeak your mind plain, 


Or him to applaud, ſuch an old faſhion'd ſtrain: 


Diſguſted at this, now the pen you refuſe ; 


Then; (true Poet like, the blame on your muſes 


But think not that I, for your faults will atone, 


Either follow your genius or lat me done. 
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AN oe * 
FROM A 


VERBAL TRANSLATION, 


OF AN 


ITALIAN SON-NET. 


OND Strephon and his much lov'd maid, 
Plac'd on a bank beneath a ſhade ; 


Sportive, innocent and gay, 


Paſs' d an evening hour away. 


The 
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The glaſſy river running ne ar, 

Reflects their form diſtin and car, 

The Shepherd viewed the char ming maid, 
And ſaw her cautiouſy evade, 

The kind return his ey-> intreat, 

Should ſhe perchance his glances meet; 
But ſaw in the tranſparent tide, 


The ſmiles ſhe vad“ ſtrove to kide. 


Mark my fair, the Shepherd favs, 
The beam that on the water plays: 
dee thoſe rows of pearl compleat, 
In that frame of coral fer, 
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\ay my love, turn not away, 


Tor with thee, they go or ſtay. 
& hl 
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Ahl Strephon ſaid the tender maid, 
Look not on that neighb'ring ſhade, 
Remember poor N agc1ssvs' fate, 
And know thy danger full as great. 
Charm'd by the Pri; es of the maid, 
Yet to obſerve them, half afraid, 


The danger of the flood I dare, 


Could I but meet Sarmacis there; 


He ſoftly whiſper'd not unheard ; 
When near his fleecy flock appear'd: 
The ſheep diſturb the limped ſtream, 
Beauteous no more the ſhadows ſeem, 


Confus'd the river moves along, 


And circles on each other throng. 


The 
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The lovers gaz'd, but neither ſpoke, 
At length the nymph her ſilence broke, 


Tell me ſhepherd, tell me true, 

If the ſudden change we view, 

May not juſtly be defin'd 

Emblem of a lover's mind, 

Which by virtuous thoughts poſſeſt, 
Like the river when at reſt, 

Runs clear ; “ and as it runs, refines,* 
Till from below **the mirror ſhines; 
But when licentious thoughts invade, 
All its glories quickly fade, 

Like the pure ſtream, your flocks defil'd, 


Its charms diſpers'd, its ſhadow ſpoil' d. 
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On THE 
| TYRANNY cr CUSTOM. 


F tyrants I've read, who have made Nation 
[mourn, 


And of huſbands and wives, being tyrants in turn 


| That LovzE is a tyrant, is oftentimes ſaid, 
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Sometimes to the lover, ſometimes to the maid; 


5 F That 


— 
8 —— — — ṹꝙ - — — — 
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That ANGER's a tyrant we cannot diſpute, 
From his pow'r of changing the man to a brut.: 
Of tyrants like theſe, each would ſhake off the chain, 


And tho' forc'd to ſubmit, that ſubmiſſion is pain; 


But a tyrant there is, more pow'rful than theſe, 


Who inftead of oppeling, we all (tnve to pleaſe. 

His name to your mind, ſure I need not recall ; 

Is not Cvs ron, the tyrant, who governs them all? 
Tis he makes the man with fix hundred a year, 
Like him with fix thouſand attempt to appear; 

He fills the aſſembly, the ball, and the play, 

With thoſe, who attending their buſineſs ſhould ſ / 
He teaches to wed—for the ſake of an heir, 


While love is beſtow'd en ſome favourite fair; 
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He employs ev'ry female, who would be polite, 

In diverſions all day, and in cards all the night; 

He commands debts of honor both ſexes ſhould pay, 
But judges it proper that tradeſmen ſhould ſtay 

He dictates our words, on our books he attends, 


And ſcarcely allows us, the choice of our friends, 


Butin vain the attempt, half his powers to name, 
And ſtill harder the taſk, to throw off his chain; 
For judgment, and reaſon, muſt learn to obey, 


Whilſt Cus rou's the tyrant, who governs the day, 
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LORD CHESTERFIELD's LETTERS 


120A FRIEND. 


know my friend the pains and care, 
You take, to breed your favourite heir; 
That every day, you fill his head, 
With what Loxp CHESTERFIELD has ſaid, 


Of cleaning teeth, and rubbing gums, 


And waſhing hands, and paring thumbs ; 
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His noſe to blow extremely clean, 

And never let the dirt be ſeen; 

His buckles too to place arig ht, 

And keep his ſtockings pull'd up tights 
To carve at table, with an air, 

Nor drop the gravy here and there, 

For faulis like theſe would vex a ſaint, 
This laſt, would ſurely, make you faint: 


To take eſpectalcare of dancing, 


Nor nod his head, like horſe when prancing; 


To hand a lady to her chair, 
And give his ſnuff box, with an air; 
To ogle, ſqueſe, and heave a ſigh, 


To catch a female ear, or eye; 
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But let him ſit, ſtand, run, or trot, 
Never let dancing be forgot ; 

By help of that, with eaſy grace, 
He'll move his hat, and take his place; 
And female hearts he'll ſo enthrall, 
Like ninepins, they'll before him fall: 
With ladies too, you wiſh he may, 

In ſmall talk, paſs his time away; 
Their beauty flatter, praiſe their wit, 
And thus their ruling paſſion hit. 
Theſe things acquir'd, you'll fondly ſay, 
The Graces bleſt his natal day, 

I own the doctrine right and true, 
The GR acts are your point in view, 


Which, by his Loxos nir dreſt, look new. 
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But for the poſicript, to his book, 
You may in MaTTHEW PRIOR look; 
Who knowing what the Ge aces were, 


Did thus his ſentiments declare, 


“ Beyond the fix d, and moral rules, 
© Of vice, and virtue, in the ſchools, 
Beyond the letter of the law, 
10 Which keeps our men and maids in awe, 
© The better ſort, * ſet before em, 
A grace, a manner, a decorum, bY 
« Something, which gives their acts a light, 
% Makes them not only juſt, but bright. 
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But ſoft my friend ere you proceed, 
Tell me to what, this heir vou breed; 
Is he deſign d to court to go, / 
Or ſhine abroad like Plenipo. 
Has he eſtate, at home to ſtay, 
And diſſipate his time away 
Or muſt he lead a common life, 


Learn a good trade, and take a wife. 


You ſay, you never dreamt of court, 


Nor mutt he paſs his time in ſport. 


Then when you CHESTERFIELD commend, 


Take care to draw a line good friend: 


Leaſt 
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Left whilſt the GaAcks he attain, 
Some other precepts catch his brain; 
And he attempt, thro' life to riſe, 
By falſhood, flattery, and lies; 
Never his real heart to ſhow, 
Or truſt a friend with joy or woe; 
E'en Love's ſoft paſſion, teach to bend, 
And make it ferve, ſome private end ; 
And wanting precepts good and ſound: 
Not ev'n a moraliſt be found, 
Whilit you, his ſerious maxims tend, 
Proceed the GR Acts to commend; 
But they alone, won't ſuit his part, 


The man muſt have an honeſt heart, 
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Elſe trade may fail and credit ſtand, 


With all the Graces at command. 


Then guard him from the dangerous part, 


And fix the GRAcxks in his heart, 
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XEXEOCORDO NEO ROOD: 
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The bet DOCTOR, 


A TALE. 


Merchant of London, had plenty of gold 
With houſes and horſes, and acres untold, 
Succeſs had attended his actions thro' life, 


He had married his daughters, and buried his wife, 
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In defiance of faſhion he liv'd his own way 
And puff d (it he choſe it) nine pipes in a day, 
Ml To the males when they came, of his wine he was 

[free, 
And the ladies he treated with coffee and tea. 
He frequented the change, and he lik'd a good play, 
And backgamon, or whriſt, —if it came in his way. 
But he was not at eaſe—he'd a cloud on his brow, 
And his health was not right—but he could not tell 
(how. 
Phyſicians were call'd, and they medicines apply'd, 
| Catharticks, emeticks, and bliſters befide, 
He was ſous'd in cold water, and parboil'd in hot, 
Nor was bleeding, and cupping, or glyiters forgot, 


To Tunbridge, to Bath, and to Margate he wear, 


And to give them more time, to the Spa he was ſent, 
| Recura 
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Return but not mended, a horſe they provide, 
And declare for his health he muſt certainly ride ; 
He mounted each day, and ſtill went the ſame round, 


Poth morning, and night ;—but no benefit found. 


Chance often reveals, what no ſcience can reach 


And experience in pain oft will make a man preach, 


Poor FRIEND (an object the doctors gave oer, 
In the prime of his life to a ſkeleton wore, 
Was left to his ſtrength, to a horſe, and the air, 
With a wiſh (not a hope) thus his health to repair: 
When Narvxs indulgent, performing her part, 


And time, with precaution exceeding all art, 
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e, Ulis health was reſtor'd, and his ſpirits grew gay, ] 


Yet for many months after, he mounted each day, \ 


und, And morning, and night, he rod on the fame way. J 


The Merchant and he oft each other had paſt, 
each, Oer taken—and bow'd—when a ſhower at laſt, 
each. WW Oblig'd them together a ſhelter to ſeek, 
When in point of good manners, you know they 
[muit ſpeak. 
The weather they talk of, the trees anc the news, 
| And twenty things more wiick might ſerve to amuſe, 
| When Frx1ENDLY grown curious, his chum thus 


adde ft, 
May I afk, my good fir, by what ills your oppret.. 
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Alas ſays the merchant, I'm riding for health; 
| A bleſſing I cannot procure by my wealth, 
| Is your ſtomach impar'd ?--no!--my appetite's gocd. 


Perhaps its ſome humour got into your blood, 


It is not ſaid he in their pow'r to find out; 
I've neither the dropſy, the aſthma, nor gout 
And after a ſeries of medicines were try'd, 

Some ten years ago, they all ſaid I muſt ride; 
But J find norelief—T've a weight on my brow, 


Ard my health is not right—but I cannot tell hoy, 


Your age pray good fir? (if I am not too free,) 


| Juftturn'd (ſays the merchant) of ſeventy three. 
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Ah! Sir he replies, I perceive what you ail, 

Ferty years are elaps d, and left out of your tale: 
Gay youth is departed—old age will appear, 

And you dont take to't kindly, my good Sir I fear. 


The Merchant return'd, you are right my kin. 
(riend, 
No longer on Doctors, but truth I'll depend; 
No longer I'll ſeek after what cannot be, 


No longer a frown, on my brow ſhall you tee, 


While bleſt with my ſenſes, at Ceventy-three. 
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On THE UsEt—AsBvsg oF POETRY. 


The Cx1T1c, and the SYLPH of the Vase, 
At BATH-EASTON, 


FI choſe to write—ſays a Critic ; in ſpleen, 
I would quickly decide, this poetical theme; 
And prove it as clear, as the light to your eyes, 


That poetry, ſerves as a ſhelter for lies, 
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If a hero they paint, he is prais'd to the ſky, 

And a God or a Goddeſs his wants muſt ſupply ; 

If they beauty deſcribe; I defy you to know, 

The face; by the picture they ſet out to ſhow, . 
And for Satire, (believe me,) they ſay that in rhime, 
Which they dare not in proſe attempt to define. 
They would have you believe, that the muſes inſpire, 
And fill all their works, with poetical fire; 

But, from what I have ſaid, (which is but a part, 
You may ſee their abuſe of the Lyrical Art. 

Ceaſe, ceaſe then to rave, nor an art ſtrive to blait, 
Which like truth, love, and time muſt for evermore 
Reply'd the SyIph—(who bending o'er the DP 


Upholds the mirtle wreath, which crowns applauſe.) 
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While there's a heart that friendſhip's pow'r can ſec]: 
While there's a heart, inſpit'd by heavenly zeal ; 
While tender lovers, fear to ſpeak their woe, 
While bluſhing fair ones fear true love to ſhow; 
While truth ſublime, ſhall o'er the mind prevail ; 
While wit ſhall flouriſh, and while beauty's frail ; 
While lays, poetic, from this vaſe reſound, 

By genius prompted, and by MiLLER crown'd g 
So long ſhall every tender feeling breaſt, 

That can by joy be rais'd, or grief oppreſt, 
Confeſs the bliſs, poetick lays inſpire, 


And ſing the praiſes of ApoLLo's lyre. 
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Ail heaven born ny mph, ſweet peace oh! hear, 


A faithful votary's, ardent prayer; 
Who mourns alaſs ! with ſad diſmay, 
Thy abſence thro? each tedious day; 
And feels the precious moments fly, 
In wild confus'd uncertainty, 
Whoſe ſcatter'd thoughts, whoſe muſes fall, 


No pow'r but thine can e'er recal, 
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Return ſweet nymph, and bring to me, 
Thoughts ſedate, and fancy free : 
Where, ah ! where; thou maid divine, 
Lyes conceal'd thy ſacred ſhrine ; 
Thither quick, let me repair, 
Breath my vows, and huſh my care, 
Not in ſolitude thou'rt found, 
Nor in mirths, deceitful round, 
Not to ruſtick cots confin'd, 
Nor, the tender feeling mind; 
From courts eſtrang'd, thou wing ' ſt thy way, 


Nor pow'r, nor ſtate, enſure thy ſtay, 
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In kindneſs lend, thou maid divine, 

The clue, to find thy fecret ſhrine : 
With cautious hand the clue I'll hold, 
That may the myſtick maze unfold ; 
If right I ween, by thee 'twas made, 
When Jove of earth the baſis laid: 
From Truth, from Love, from Gratitude, 
From Freedom, Friendſhip, Fortitude, 
From mutual warmth, and ſocial care, ' 
The happy few in wedlock ſhare ; 
Each ſlender fibre you conjoyn'd, 
To form the bliſs of human kind; 


Lad 


And Jove aſſenting, to the world procliim'd, 

By his behefts, the wond'rous maze was fram'd: 
But leaſt mankind ſhould catch the clue, 

Avd limit to this earth, their view, 

Swift to his throne, you haſte away; 


Nor here but in our fancy ſtay, 
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ECHO DEFEATED. 


Emoved from dear London to hills and to vales, 
Retreats fit for ſhepherds, to ſigh out love tales ; 
Diſtreſt was poor Chloe—ah! where ſhall ſhe fly, 


No mortal to ſpeak to or make a reply— 


How hard is my fate«-ſays the maid with a ſigh. 
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What a treaſure of ſecrets have I in my pate; 
I'll tell them the trees but I'll hear my ſelf prate: 
Prate—echo replyed— that I will the nymph ſaid; 


Whilſt echo attempted to follow the maid, 


But her thoughts were ſo quick, her words _ 3 
Ltaſt, 
That Echo could never diſcover the laſt: 


I'm defeated quoth echo—no longer Þ'll try, 
To catch your laſt word—I muſt ſtay till you dye; 


End of the firſt Volume. 
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